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been so long in the family of the Wienerschnitzels. The
only one who volunteered was a small boy who had been
in the habit of cleaning the knives and forks, and it was
finally decided to let him go back while Wienerschnitzel
and his company encamped where they then were, await-
ing the return of the small boy. Before leaving, the little
boy was carefully disguised as a red Indian. About mid-
night, when everybody was fast asleep, a most dreadful
noise was heard, which sounded like the rattling of ar-
tillery and the clatter of a thousand sabres. The men
all rushed to arms and were just about to fire when the
moon suddenly came out from behind a cloud and the
small boy was seen corning into camp with all the frying-
pans and knives and forks which he had tied together with
a long string, dragging for nearly a mile behind him.
Hardly had the small boy reached the camp than the
Indians, who had also been aroused by the rattling of the
cooking utensils, came down 200,000,000,000,000 strong
upon poor Wienerschnitzel. It was in vain that he and
his heroes fought like lions, in vain that they performed
wonders of valour, in vain that Wienerschnitzel alone
slew 100,000,000 men. Numbers prevailed, and at
last poor Wienerschnitzel and his men were all tied
tightly and bound to stakes. At this moment the Indians
are collecting brushwood and fagots, and it looks as if
they intended burning poor Wienerschnitzel and all his men.
I beg, General, that you will collect your soldiers without
a moment's delay and under the command of Dick and
Linsley* start at once for the scene of the disaster.
Your obedient servant,

DlNKELSPIEGEL.

The next letter was written the following Monday and
contains another report from " Dinkelspiegel."

MY DEAR GENERAL:

When I last wrote you I was up a tree and poor Wiener-
schnitzel was on the point of being fried by the Indians.

1 Dick and Linsley Quaintance.ent up the hall and kissed
